diet, an adequate house in attractive surroundings,
enough clothes, care and attention in sickness. All
these things we can guarantee.

What else? Enough education to enable us to be
useful and enjoy life. Then we want playing fields and
nice places to walk about in. We want amusement
parks where there is lots of fun. We want to be able
to get out into the country at week-ends and to have
holidays somewhere every now and then. We want
cinemas and theatres and dance halls, and places to
play billiards and cards and skittles and darts, and
libraries and gymnasia, and places to meet our friends
and pass the time of day. There is no reason why we
should not have all of these.

Then as well as the week-ends and holidays we want
time off each day to enjoy whichever of these things
takes our fancy, or alternatively to stay at home and
do whatever we choose,^or to dig in one of the gardens
that we could make available to those who wanted
them, and in any case to make friends, to make love,
to enjoy our family life, or, if it pleases us better, to be
alone with our thoughts, or to sit, like Ferdinand, under
the trees and just smell the flowers.

Of course many of us will be wholly absorbed in
the sheer excitement of the job of work we do. This
will apply particularly to scientists, engineers, artists,
architects, doctors, writers, teachers, clergy, research
chemists, statisticians as well as to many others. But
quite frankly there is nothing very thrilling about col-
lecting the municipal refuse, delivering the milk, sorting
the letters, stoking the boilers, and although in common
with almost all others I once thought otherwise, I
imagine that in fact the thrill of driving a railway engine
eventually wears off. These things just cannot be life.
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